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A Word of Warning.?A young lady medical student has lately died in Paris from blood poisoning. The virus was inadvertently introduced into the system through a slight abrasion on the chin ; and the sad fate which followed is one more warning to nurses to be excessively careful in covering up all cuts and scratches. It is a warning which is often given, and more often unheeded. Every matron of experience can remember nurses under her care who have suffered through inattention to this well-known precaution.
A Babies' Hospital.?We quote the following from a New York paper:?"The ladies of the Cribside Committee of the Babies' Hospital will give a tea at the hospital building, 459, Lexington-avenue, next Saturday afternoon, for the purpose of raising a fund for the endowment of a bed at that institution. This hospital has just purchased a house on Lexington-avenue, and is now ready for active work. Out of the 10,000 beds in the New York hospitals, only 27 are devoted exclusively to children under one year of age. The Babies' Hospital is simply an enlargement of this work, and its wards will be under the constant care of nurses from the Nightingale Training School. Donations of children's clothing, blankets, flannels, old linen, &c., for hospital uses will be gratefully received, and a special request is extended to young girls to The nurses wash out sponges and stand ready to hand instruments. The work is critical, the surgeons brusque and excited, and the evening finds every one exhausted."
The details told of the arrangements, such as the half-hour for the probationers' tea, when a servant waits on them ; the time of evening service, &c., leave no doubt as to which hospital is meant to be described, and, unless we are much mistaken, the article will provoke a reply from those in authority, unless they consider the statements of a probationer beneath their notice.
What we specially admire is the account of how patient after patient is laid upon the As it will be impossible for the nurses to commence work before the middle of April or beginning of May, their travelling expenses will be more than covered by the sum allowed for January, February, and March.
Should the scheme prove to work well, it will probably at i he end of 1888 be able to supply for the same subsidy, a third nurse for the Alexandrian Hospital.
Slnecfcotes of personal Hfcventure.
One afternoon, in a medical ward, a celebrated physician was giving a clinical lecture on a throat case. It was very hot, and most of the patients were sleeping, save the poor fellow who was being examined by relays of students, and a patient at the far end of the ward, who was very feverish and muttered constantly to himself. The sunshine streamed through the long windows, and fell in golden patches on the polished floor. The monotonous tone of the lecturer droned on, and the students lounged against the walls and yawned, and few made any pretence of listening. The sister had been standing patiently, ink-pot in hand, for over an hour, and looked very white and weary ; the nurse's arm ached with holding the lamp long in one position, and the overworked house physician who was diligently taking notes, seemed t" be the only person who was profiting by the discourse.
Stiddenly the patient at the far end of the ward called out "murder!" and, springing Tout of bed, came running down the ward with outstretched arms. The students, delighted with a break in the monotony of the afternoon, rushed forward to secure him, but before they reached him he had seized another patient by the throat with the evident intention of strangling him. Of course it was the work only of a few seconds to pull him off and carry him back to bed, but still the short excitement had completely aroused the ward from its semi-somnolent condition, and the thread of the lecture was broken.
The disgusted physician retired with dignity, an order was procured for a male attendant, and that small adventure was over without any ill results.?
Nurse B.
An insane artist entered his sister's room, having a large knife in his hand.
"Kate," he said, "I am painting the Princess de Lamballe in the Revolution, and I want your head for a model." "To be sure, John," she replied ; "you shall cut it off at once, but I am afraid you might spoil this collar that I'm so fond of. I'll just go and change it and come back to you." "Don't be long," he said; "I'll wait here for you." IRotee ant) (Queries. 
